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money, nearly as much as he earned in a whole day.
Nevertheless he paid it gladly. With the tickets in his
pocket, to say nothing of eleven shillings to meet
emergencies, he had nothing to do now but quietly exist
until quarter to eight, and then—Lena.
It was not worth while going back to his lodgings after
he had finished at the office, so he went to a teashop not
very far from the Sovereign and there spun out his meal
as long as he decently could. Even then, however, it was
only half-past seven when he arrived at the Sovereign;
but he did not mind that, for it would be pleasant just
standing there, watching the crowd, and knowing that
every minute brought Lena nearer to him. There was
a queue waiting for the cheaper seats, Turgis had stood
in that queue many a time. Now he looked at it with
a mingling of pity and scorn. It seemed to belong to
some ancient and desiccated past. In the entrance hall,
under the russet globes, the footmen and page-boys in
chocolate and gold were handing the people on to one
another and sending them, in two jerky dark streams,
up the two great marble staircases. For the first ten
minutes, Turgis merely lounged about, but after that,
when he knew that Lena might arrive any moment, he
carefully planted himself in the centre, in sight of all the
doors in front, so that there was no chance of missing
her. Hundreds of girls passed in with their young men,
but not one of them was as pretty as Lena. A few days
ago he would have envied a good many of those fellows,
but now he could afford to pity them. They didn't know
what a girl was. "Wait till you see Lena," he told them,
under his breath, as they passed, unconscious, smiling.
At five minutes to eight, he pointed out to himself that
Lena had been ten minutes late the night before at the

